THE    OLD   MAN                         257
mottled trains of foam which those pursuing hard on their
heels caught up. On the beach a mile away, half obscured
by mist and flying spume, they exploded into a seething
holocaust. All along the dim shore line clattering blocks of
ice swung and crashed against one another, grinding upon
the shingle with a roar.
" But we can't get ashore in this surf/'
"No. We'll wait till it moderates a bit. There's a
place over there between those reefs where a landing might
be possible I think. We'll go in two parties and don't take
more gear than is absolutely necessary."
" All right.    As you say."
We went aft. In the tiny dark cabin the others were
lying or sitting crumpled up in attitudes of exhaustion and
misery. There was water everywhere, seeping through the
bulkheads, dripping through the deck. It dripped on to the
benches and on to the tired bodies that lay on them. It
trickled ceaselessly from the benches on to the floor boards.
The place reeked with the smell of breath and wet clothes
and unhappy humanity. In the midst of it all George lay
in a heavy sleep, half on a side bench and half on the thwart-
ships one. Water splashed on to his face.
I said, " We're going ashore. We've got to get our gear
ready."
" What? "
" We're going ashore.    Get your gear ready/*
" Going ashore? "
" Yes, getting to hell out of it. We've got to get our gear
ready." And then I sat down on the wet bench and did
nothing much. I think Matheson did it,
" Not too much the first trip," he said, " in case we don't
make the beach. Two sleeping-bags. Don't get them we*.
Keep the waterproof covers on them. Primus stove. Tin
of paraffin. Yes, heave them up on deck. Biscuits, you
Put them all in here, crumbs and all." He picked up my
sodden ruck-sack and threw out of it my rock specimens,